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Det Som Engang Var 


Author's Notes: 
i originally intended for this to be kinda funny but i was horribly mistaken 


‘Oh. What a shame. Pelle's dead" Varg said nonchalantly, leg crossed over the other as he read a letter from 
the day's mail. Gylve's head perked up from it's former slouch above the stove and he looked over his 
shoulder with his big blue eyes widened. 


"How'd that happen? When?" he asked, returning his attention to the pot of food he had in front of him, 


occasionally looking back at Varg to show attentiveness. 


Varg was silent, reading further down the letter and squinting to try to understand Oystein's messy 
penmanship. "He shot himself | guess. | think he used the bullets | gave him for Christmas," he added with a 
chuckle, "That's interesting. It happened a few days ago." 


Gylve felt a sense of severe dread and regret wash over him when Varg read what happened. "Check it out, he 


even attached pictures!" Varg said with excitement. 


He felt himself internally cringe with a lump in his throat, leading to a chill on the outside of his body. He was 


already having a hard week as it was, what with slowly losing the money he needed for rent and car payments. 


He slowly turned his head towards the picture Varg held up and looked away quickly when he saw the gore 
that it contained. "Throw that shit away," he said. 


Gylve heard the sigh from his friend as he stood up and shamefully walked to the garbage can, opening the 
top to dispose of the gore. "H's getting late, shouldn't you be going home or something?" he asked. 


‘| mean | should but its kinda cold out and | don't know if my car'll start cus..y'know, it's a piece of shit. Can | 
stay here?" Varg said with a smile, attempting to charm his way into staying longer. 


"| suppose. You're not sleeping in my room this time, though, last time was horrible." Gylve said with a 


dismissive tone in his voice. Varg only let out a small titter before becoming quiet again 


He looked up at the clock, and sighed when he saw it was barely just hitting 6:00 PM. His constant zoning out 


caused him to burn their dinner, long enough for the contents to start a fire from the burner below. 


Gylve cursed when the cast iron pan burned his fingers, resulting in him dropping the fiery pan on the linoleum 
tile. He scattered around the flames from the pan, not knowing what to do, until he succummed to the flames 


and ran to the sink in a panic. 


Varg watched with amusement as Gylve hopped around the kitchen then came to the rescue, using a pillow to 
try to beat out the flame. Gylve, however, suddenly poured water onto the grease and almost got caught in a 


fireball from the resulting reaction. 


Now, not only was a portion of his apartment on fire, but there was a large scorch mark on the ceiling. Gylve 


and Varg, both cursing profusely, looked for anything they could find to put the fire out. 


The perpetual smoke lead to the fire sprinklers of the apartment beginning to spray just as Varg and Gylve 
had successfully put out the fire, unfortunately with damage to his kitchen and the few appliances he owned. 


Gylve, bitter and frustrated, grabbed his soaking-wet jacket and shoes and stormed out with Varg following 
quickly behind with his car keys. 


They sat on the curb behind Varg's old, beat-up Volvo with Gylve groaning progressively louder into his hands. 
"Why the fuck has this week been so bad?!" he yelled. He stood up and kicked Varg's tire with full force then 


clenched his fists and screamed an almost primal howl. "Why is it always me?!" 


Varg rolled his eyes and stood up, grabbing Gylve by the shoulders to let him center himself again. "Come on, 
man, it hasn't been that bad. You weren't the one to find Pelle dead, after all." 


"Yeah, I'm also not the one who took pictures of his god damn body and fucking defiled it, now am |?" Gylve 
yelled in Varg's face, furious and full of ever-growing grief. 


Varg began to realize how hard Pelle's suicide hit the other man He let go of him and backed away as he 
watched him clench his hair in his fists, pacing beside the driver's door of the Volvo. 


"l.m sorry | showed you the pictures--" Varg started before being interrupted by Gylve's hostile voice. 


"Go home. Leave me alone." He mumbled as he walked inside, leaving what he brought out and slamming the 


building's front door behind him. 


Varg got into his car and sighed a groan, hitting his head against the steering wheel. He sat there for what 
felt like hours before he heard a knock on the passenger window. Looking up, the person revealed themselves 


to be Ted. 


Varg reached over and rolled the window down, looking at Ted the whole time with glaring eyes. "What's up, 
Qisling?" Ted asked, leaning into the car window with a stick in one hand and a vinyl with a receipt in the other. 


| dunno but don't go into the apartment for a while, Gylve started a fire." Varg said, unamused. Ted rubbed 


his forehead after he put the vinyl on the seat, brooding over what could have gone wrong while he was gone. 


"Don't worry, we got the fire out. Now everything's just wet from the sprinklers going off" Varg smirked only 
to be met with a disappointed look in Ted's eyes. 


"Is Gylve alright? Is he still in the apartment?" He asked. Varg shook his head then began to inspect his nails, 


digging dirt out from under some of them. 


"He just went back in. | don't think he's all that well, but hey, what can | do? I'm the one who ruined his day," 


he said passive aggressively. 


Ted looked back at the door of his apartment building then pierced Varg's concentration with his eyes. "What 


do you mean you ruined his day?" 


"Oh, Øystein sent you guys a letter talking about how Pelle shot himself on Monday. | think it was me showing 
him pictures of it that set him off, though." Varg said with the same passive aggressive tone. 


Ted grabbed the record and the receipt from the passenger seat and ran up the steps before turning towards 
the Volvo and shooing it away. 


With every flight of stairs he only became more worried for Gylve's mental wellbeing. He almost felt relieved 
when he made it up the last flight of stairs and saw their appartment door from down the hall. 


The door was locked when he got there. Before he could take the key back out of the lock when he got the 


door open, he felt a chill down his body when he saw Gylve, knees to his chest and holding a photograph close 
to his face, next to the garbage can. 


"Hey, Gylve?" Ted said wearily, closing the door behind him. He began to slowly approach his friend with soft 
footsteps, putting the record and stick down on the table. "Gylve?" 


Gylve looked small on the ground when he was curled up. His hair was covering his face so Ted couldn't tell 


what he was feeling. 


Ted crouched in front of Gylve and nudged him gently on the shoulder. "Gylve, what's wrong?" Two puffy blue 
eyes peered out from his waterfall of brown hair and they closed again. Without saying anything, he turned 
the photograph to face Ted. 


He couldn't look at it for very long without feeling nauseous and furious. Gylve brought the photograph back to 
his chest and put his head down on his knees before being forced to his feet by Ted and dragged to Varg's 


car. 


Gylve got into the back seat of the Volvo while Ted sat in the passenger seat. Looking back, he saw Gylve 
laying curled up on his side facing the backs of the seats. "If you don't have enough gas to make it to Oslo | 
can probably spot you some money." Ted said to Varg. 


Varg, who had finally opened the beverage that was in the cup holder, choked on it and covered his mouth and 


nose. "Excuse me, who said we're driving to Oslo?" He asked in disbelief. 


"| did. I'll give you gas money." Ted mumbled, reaching into his wallet for his card. Varg slapped the wallet from 
his hand and turned in his seat to face his friend. 


"No no no, that's eight hours away, Ted. Eight! I'm not driving that long without a reason" He said affirmingly. 
Ted opened the passenger door, rounded to the driver's door, then unbuckled Varg and ripped him out of the 


seat. 


He shoved him to the front of the car and sat in the driver's seat instead. "Looks like I'll drive then" He glared. 
They exchanged deadly looks before Varg got in on the passerger side, put his seatbelt on and crossed his 


arms over his chest. 
Throughout the long journey from Bergen to Oslo's outskirts, the trio stopped every now and then at 
convenience stores for drinks and food. Ted occasionally checked on Gylve from the driver's seat and became 


increasingly sadder whenever he looked back. 


They didn't arrive to their destination until 1:30 in the morning. Gylve was the first to get out of the car, kept 
awake by anger and grief the whole trip. Next was Ted, who told Varg to stay in the car until they came back 


Ted had to hold Gylve by the arm to keep him from getting too far away. When he finally let go, Gylve 


charged to the door and pounded on it with an open hand. Continuously he beat his hand on the door until 
Øystein had answered. 


Gylve held the picture up and yelled at Øystein with a powerful voice. "What the fuck is this, Øystein?" He 
shouted. Øystein grinned and laughed a small laugh. 


"That was meant for Ted, dipshit." Øystein said with condescendence in his words. He had to dodge a rock flying 
at his head from Ted. 


"| didn't fuckin’ ask for that to be sent to me, Assstein” Ted shouted, reaching for another rock The last rock 
he chucked blasted him in the shoulder, thrown by Øystein with a mischevious laugh. 


"Get the hell off my property!" Øystein yelled at the pair. Ted was too late to stop Gylve and saw as his friend 
tackled Bystein to the step of their house. 


Their fight sounded like two wild animals brawling, as the screaming between the two was almost unbearable. A 
few minutes after the fight broke out Ted was able to separate Gylve from Øystein, holding tightly to his 
arms to stop him from thrashing. Dystein fled to the inside of the house afterwards, leaving Gylve and Ted in 
the chilly April air. 


"Gylve, calm down!" Ted yelled at Gylve, clutching him tightly by the shoulders. Gylve's neck went limp and he 
stared to the sky, breathing slowly to calm down. 


Gylve looked up and saw Øystein charging towards them with a kitchen knife and he shouted for Ted to dodge. 
Instead, Ted got the knife in the shoulder and he screamed out in pain. 


Gylve began to zone in and out as Ted and Øystein fought, staring at the two but not processing or 
acknowledging what was happening. Before he knew it, Varg had joined the fight as well. 


Ted snatched Gylve up from off the ground and began to drag him back to Varg's Volvo, realizing that the 
situation was escalating quickly when the two brought the fight back inside. With their backs turned to the 
fight, they heard the two men exit the house. Then suddenly, a loud gunshot disturbed the silence. 


The two of them looked to the fight and saw Øystein holding a shotgun with wide eyes while Varg clutched his 
leg, presumably where he got shot. Varg cried out, then began to quickly hobble towards the frozen Øystein 
with the kitchen knife Ted had been stabbed with moments earlier. 


Ted began to shove Gylve quickly into the car, watching the fight turn lethal as Varg began to stab at 
Dystein's chest, neck, and head. Ted, who thought Gylve's screams were terrible, got rudely introduced to 


something much worse. 


Øystein screamed until he couldn't anymore, and Ted winced at the thump of his body on the ground. "Qisling, 
get your ass over here before you're the next fucking body on this propertyl" Ted shouted at the hobbling 


Varg. 


As Ted sped off from the scene of the murder, Gylve sat on his knees in the back seat, staring at Øystein's 
lifeless body from the back window. For the first time that week, he genuinely smiled. 


